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IN ORDER TO SATISFY THE 


Alejandro de Acosta 


P.O. Box 391 
Hampshire College 
Amherst, MA 
01002 


Coming soon: 

The Perilisium Cantos #3 (cassette issue) 
No Exit #5 

First issues by Joe, Jason, Jenna, Jennifer and 
I Judi, Sara, and maybe some other folks I know. 

for adresses and information. 


Write me 


Grind to pulverize 


Pound to 
reduce size 


Thanks once again to correspondents, friends, and The Enemy for 
i INSPIRATION. —-— 


Wacky underground shit. Nonsense. Is it live, or is it love bunni? 


,, MASSES^ 

Deepsix Superstition third issue. 

Winter 91-92. . . 

Written, drawn, collected and stolen by Alejandro. 

Column bv Mike Bullshit. , , . 

No Jason Read or Joe Waldman stuff because I'm making them do then 

own zines. 

"ipSf°available^can buyouts for a stamp. Trades welcome 






























Apologetics 

I put out my zine with much alacrity - but it is always a compromise. Many 
limitations frustrate my ultimate plan and the results always seem somehow 
half-assed. This is a common feeling for creative people, but I won't let it defeat 
me. To me, it is most important to get it out. Although many of the ideas to 
follow are "common sense", maybe even overworked, to me, they may be new 
to the reader. I know this because it is my reaction to many fanzines. Actually, it 
is my reaction to many people, words, publications, events, etc. - unpredictably, 
the hidden assumption becomes a revelation to the removed observer. I 
aspire to this. 
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Un-apologetics 

I don't deny the past. I don't deny all of the years I spent eating meat 
and enjoying major motion pictures. I don't even have a notion of linear 
progress (worse - better, dumb - smart, uncool - cool) as pertains to my 
present "state." This zine, like all my words, is about today. This is 
what I think about when I get up in the morning and before I go to sleep. 
This is how I cope. I know that these days, too, will soon be "the past," 
bui I won't miss them. 
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Things I'm Looking For 

I collect recordings of animal sounds on vinyl, and anything by the religious 
fanatics at Chick Publications. 




And now....here's Bullshit! 

On the two pages following this one, you will find a column by Mike Bullshit. I 
am printing it because it is the most thorough written response I have received I 
to my first two issues. Mike, thanks for thinking about what I had to say. In the 
end, I think we're pretty much in agreement anyway. Two notes: 

1.1 got the Infest 12" for $8. Capitalism? What? 

2. I apologize to everyone who reads this that they have to read about Sick Of It I 
All™ and ABC-NO-RIO again. It's the last time, I promise^. 
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Sweat” (or 

whatever it's called), for the most part does it's job. It makes me 
sweat. 1 also like some music that is produced (no pun intended) by 
Madonna, pretty much for the same reason. I kill for Dee-lite. These 
all fall into the "bubblehead dance music” category. I question the 
formation of this category. The reasoning behind this classification 
seems to be that since the speaker does not enjoy the music, it is 
stupid. Can a musical form be stupid? Can assumptions be made 
about people merely because they prefer one form of music over 
another? That's a dangerous concept. And a stupid one. 1 like country 
music also. 

I am an athiest. No, I don't have concrete proof either way, so 

technically I'm an agnostic, but I find the concept of a "god”, or of 

"gods", to be quite farfetched. Naturally, I have no use for any 
religion, or even any sort of theological philosophy at all. I get by 
without it. Many of my friends, and even many people who aren't, 
are religious. Or maybe they just believe in a "god". They like it. It 
gives some sort of meaning into their lives. I doubt my metaphysical 
meanderings on how the very concept of an afterlife is proof positive 
of the weakness inherent in the human psyche would mean much to 
them. To me, they are living a lie, and I'll mention it, but the choice, 

in the end, is one that they must make for themselves. You can tell a 

smoker all the relevant facts available about the hazards of smoking, 
but you can't lake the cigarette out of their lips. Well, I can't. It's not 
my life. 

So when I encounter the usual question:Why should-gay men and 
lesbians be concerned with acceptance from the religions that have 
cast them off for so many years?, a chord is struck. My reply goes 
something like this. If someone does belong to a particular 
denomination, grew up with it, accepted much of it, lived it, it can be 
an integral pan of their lives (if they let it be). At the same time, 
their sexual orientation is also an integral part of their lives. Maybe 
they disregarded church rulings their whole lives, maybe it took 
them many years to come to terms with their feelings (yes, the 
church has much to do with that. What can you do?), maybe they've 
never been physically confronted with prejudice within their 
religious order. (Hey, I saw the Cro-Mags live 13 times in 1985-6, 
and they were about as anti-gay as it came. Did I say anything? No. I 
didn’t) Whatever, here they are. They’re homosexual and their 

Jewish, or Catholic, or Baptist,, or Islamic, or Hindu, or....So which part 
of themselves will they cast off? The point here is that they're not 
casting off some abstract amorphous religious entity, but something 
that is very real and very close to them. Times are changing. More 
and more religious denominations are comiog to terms with 
homosexuality, and gay itien and lesbians have formed their own 

churches, their own synagogues, prayer groups, support groups, 
when they were not welcome in other*. There is much discussion on 
various passages in various 'biblcs', most of which are quoted out of 
context. But, seperating myself from this, I acknowledge the 
existence of no supreme being. Least of all, I must add, myself. I 
have no monopoly on rational thought. Who is 'right' and who is 
'wrong' here? Who makes the decision? Let's get objective for once. 

This kinda ties into an argument I've had recently with Mykel 
Board over the issue of the US military's exclusion of gays and 

lesbians. He argued that the military just teaches people to kill, 

anyway, so people should be happy not to be able to join, and 

besideSjJt'* a good loophole out in case there's a draft. Why, lots of 
anti-wai^naVe used the 'Homo Excuse'(my term), so who's it hurting. 
Excuse me, but I don't think we need to be your crutch, girlfriend. I 
think prejudicial practices are for the common good. You 
at my expense, at the very best. How nice. Find some new 

Is the purpose of the military to train people how to kill? 

be so simplistically idiotic. How many military personnel will 
be in real combat situations? Get real. We have an army be 
it looks nice and it makes the 'Powers-That-Be' in the 
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government sleep well. That’s all well and good (bad?), but 
down from the abstractions and get down to the human factor, 
army might be the place to go if you’re economically disadvantaged, 
like if you want to go to college but don't want to take out crippling 
loans, or if you feel your life lacks direction or discipline, or if you 
want to get some tangible benefits (like insurance), or if you want a 
career and have no skills, or if you want to waste a few years trying 
to figure out what you really want to do, or whatever. Would 1 join? 
Fuck nol 1 can't think of any job more useless and degrading. But 
then, who the fuck am 1, anyway? To judge the world by my 
standards...that would be ridiculous. The world doesn't work that 
way. and I'm glad 1 don't work that way either. So the issue here is 
not the cut and dry issue Mykel tried to turn it into. The point is that 
there are reasons why someone might want to join the army (and 
I'm sure 1 didn't outline them well, but then, I've never really 
wanted to join), and to discount those persons on the basis of their 
sexual orientation is wrong. "Wrong" is perhaps the most relative of 
all terms, but I'll use it. That's where I’m at. I'm in this soci ety, for 
better or for worse, but I'll gladly voice my concern over what I 
percieve to be it's downpoints. 

I like shopping. I bought some comic books today and it made me 
feel real good. I prefer to trade comics, but I'll buy if I must. I'll 
admit I'm frugal. But I like candy bars, maybe after a trip to Taco 
Bell, where I play with the counterperson's mnd by ordering a drink 
that'll be 50% diet pepsi, 35% root beer and 15% dr. pepper. I bought 
"Sprinkled Chips Ahoy" last night. Twice I've sat down and eaten 
enough to make me ill. I don't know why I do that. 

Capitalism has ten letters. Infest has six letters. The only possible 
cross reference would be the Special Orange Vinyl 12"EP which came 
with the Free Poster. But then, I could not be speaking a thing. 

No one in Texas has ever heard of "Mike Bullshit", or GOl, and 
very nice. 

I stopped in Atlanta while hitching back here for the fall semester, 
and during my week there I saw Sick of It All, who were on tour 
with Napalm Death (who suck), Sacred Reich and Sepultura. They 
were very good live, and it was nice hanging out with them. We've 
never been close friends, but have known each other for a number of 
years. They're a very good hardcore band. They don't always make 
the best decisions-like which tours they're going to play on-but 
they're pretty down to earth people. Do their songs promote 
violence? 1 don't think so. Any mention of "It's Clobbering Time" in a 
sentence concerning violence in the hardcore scene is stupid. That 
song does not promote violence any more than "Glioe Headstomp" 
promotes military wrestling maneuvers. Their other songs? "My 
Revenge" is always mentioned, but not "Give Respect", or "World Full 
of Hate’ or any of their other songs, giving the impression that 
they’re extremely violent idiots. They're not pacifistic, and I'm not 
saying they are, but 1 wouldn't file them in the 'goon' category either. 

And speaking as someone who was AT WNYU during the debate, I 
must say that Sam, Adam and Charles did very little that day besides 
act unprepared and look stupid. They could not argue a valid point. 
Period. They were horrible. Lou and Pete got stupid at the end, but 
Id say they 'won', too, if someone asked me. They did. Of course 
"that doesn't matter", but I don't think Sam/Ad/Ch would have 
downplayed it if they had done better. Oh well. It's not my 
arguement. 1 just love to gossip. 

1 often find that essays I write really don't do much other than 
complain or attack others, picking into every nook and cranny until I 
can find some juicy morsels to satiate my seemingly endless hunger 
for argu ment. Sometimes it gets redundant. I don't know. I'm the 
opposite of a 'Yes-man'. I’m a 'No-Man* (or maybe a 'No-Person'). I 
won't tell you what you want to hear, and I will never do what is 
expected of me. Expect nothing of me. 

Take Care. 

Mike Bullshit. 
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Public enemy 


BACK TO THE MIDDLE AGES 

Chuck D goes further, suggest¬ 
ing the employment of an Islamic- 
style code of justice is the only way 
to deal with such miscreants. “I’m a 
firm believer,” he says, “that, by the 
turn of the century, the people who 
are detrimental to our community 
will be dealt with; thieves are gonna 
get their hands cut off, murderers 
and drug dealers are gonna be 

hung from street lights in the middle P11 n . 1QQ1 
of town as an example to others.” mic ’ iyy 

WITH A BEAT YOU CAN DANCE TO I 

next come the atheists and weirdos. 
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En Letter from Kim, Sanity Sux zine, 8-22-91. 
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Alejandro, . J 

OK - since you sent your zines first. I'll go ahead and trade with you 

once. 1 

Hmmm...I read most of your zines, and I agree with you on some of | 
your political views, but saying Jesus was a space alien?! * God a mythological 
white guy with too much time on his hand?! God + Jesus are both very real and 
living. And America might not be in the pathetic shape it's in today if its people| 
would turn their eyes on God. Call me a conformist, but God and Jesus are not 
myths. Every word of the Bible is true - a lot of the prophecies have come true. 

I know that Jesus lives because he lives within me. And God is a loving God, but 
he is also Jealous and wrathful - he punishes those who disobey his j 

commandments, like gays + lesbians. Wether you want to admit it or not, 2 
men together or 2 women together is unnatural - God makes that veryjdear in 1 
the Bible. Maybe you should read the Bible before you pass it off as a "myth". | 
Hate me if you want -1 don't hate you. I just feel sorry for anybody who doesn't, 
have Jesus in their life. I guess you also think I'm a "loony," a "religious 
fanatic" - well, that's your problem. So, if you wanna get my zine, send money 
please. Zines are just a hobby of mine, for a little money. But I don't care to 


PS - You seem like a nice person, but don't dis Jesus 'cuz he loves you. 


lestro; 


god(s) notwithstanding, it's all very vague. The Bible and 
2 proof of nothing at all. No god lives within me, unless 
:e my respect for friends as such. I see "gods" in them. 

■ue loving gods, never jealous or wrathful. Gods that make 
>nly suggestions. Most important, gods loathe to call any 
or self "unnatural". But, in truth, not having been raised 
msense, I cannot accept your pity. No, I don't hate you 

Yours in Atheism, 

Alejandro 

noney is fucking pathetic. 

ence is to Hand of God, which I mailed with my zine, but is 












Blueballs said to be non-existent 


In regard to Emily Woller’s editorial of 
Monday, Dec. 2 [“Don’t assume she wants to 
have sex; ask her first”]: I applaud Emily on 
a composition that is clear, fair and insight¬ 
ful. 

There is only one (minor) disagreement I 
have with her — the existence of so-called 
“blueballs.” 


The term exists only because of men’s 
need to rationalize the sexual frustration 
resulting from not masturbating enough. 
Please, don’t give them that much credit. 
“Blueballs” are nothing more than a ridicu¬ 
lous myth. 

Alejandro de Acosta 
Hampshire College 


AN AVERAGE AMERICAN MAN SPEAKS 
ABOUT THE TOPIC HE SO LOVES TO 
DISCUSS.... WOMEN. 
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Beef Patties J 

Thick, juicy. Lean. What could be better for a quick 
land delicious meal? Careful selection of cuts creates 
a gourmet flavor unmatched by any store-bough^^ 
burgers. Ready to grill! ^ 



“Brutalidad absurda” 



Try this: Act ignorant. Pretend not to know the "difference" between Vanilla 
Ice and Public Enemy, just so "hip" people will take the time to give you a 
speech about "true hip-hop." Act like you don't know what people are talking 
about when they mention television shows or brands of beer. Enjoy as they 
make fools of themselves mocking your inattention to the stupid things they 
waste their time talking about. Ever notice how, at all times, some sort of 
"news" is circulating about entertainers? Ten or so people, in the same week, 
told me that James Hetfield of Metallica had taken singing lessons for the 
recording of the new album, or that MC Hammer dropped the MC off of his 
name. Entertainment is, by and large, a mediocre conversation topic, so mess 
with it. It's very funny/pathetic to hear people go on at great length to pass on 
information that they picked up from MTV or People, thinking that they are 
helping you out by informing you. 

Beyond the joke: We are oversaturated with useless information. This mental 
filler clogs thinking and wastes time. And most people seem to love it. 

It's painfully true - people like their routines. It's a sad reflection of how safe 
they feel in the structure of their existence that they will "inform," or make fun 
of, me, surprised that I, too, am not attentively tuned in to the white noise. 
That's fine, though. Let the joke fall on me. When people mock me, I smile and 
laugh with them. I may take my values seriously, but I sure as hell don't take 
myself that seriously. Most people can't deal with mockery of what they hold as 
important, especially jokes about their routines, their patterns, the role that 
they have chosen for themselves. Making fun of those different than you is 
tolerated (and often encouraged) but mocking yourself and those like you is 
not. 
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cares? 


ir!Se have stupid expectations of you, smile and fuck with them Don't 
allow normalcy i/convemations to go on if you have any chance to dxsturb tt. 
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As my first two 


? If there's one thing I 
don't want labeled, it's 
my sexuality. Even my 
• relative lack of interest 
in sex as a topic of 
conversation has not 
saved me from 
overhearing mass 
doubletalk spewing 
from someone's mouth. 

It is very often in 
conversations about sex 
and related topics that 
people's worst 
prejudices reveal 
themselves. 

Somewhere in between 
those in "The Cult of 
Sex" (who I have 
affectionately dubbed 
"sexonauts" due to their 
belief in the all- 
consuming power of 
intimacy) and the 
puritans (you remember 
them), there are 
handful of people with 
intelligible opinions. 
Everybody else sounds 
brainwashed. 

Confusion reigns, and 
my distaste for people's 
mental bramble leads 
me to increased mental 
isolation, thus the 
perhaps naive opinions 
to follow. I always try 
to make sense of things 
for myself first, and in 
this case, I think I'm 
the only person who 
understands me. 


sentences betrayed, I 
tend to be confused 
about sexuality in 
general, and mine 
particularly. Some of 
this is due to the 
simple fact that, in my 
politicized fury with 
the personality 
marketing aimed at 
boys and men in this 
perverse advertising 
age, I have attempted 
to solidly throw out as 
many of the 
predominant images 
and attitudes about 
sexuality as I can. I 
would be completely 
full of shit if I wrote 
that that had 
succeeded cleanly and 
that I am now ready to 
face the world with a 
libido unstained by 
i ever-present 
commercial 
propaganda. I think, 
however, that I can 
safely say that I think 
over my words and 
actions as much as 
possible in hopes of 
weeding out intentions 
that are not my own. 
This leaves me in a 
position that is much 
less clearly delineated 
than that of the man 
that knows he likes 
"blondes with big tits," 
which brings me to my 
next point. 


up by 
feminist parents, I 
have been given no 
conception a sexual 
ideal or role to follow 
by them. My parents 
are open people when it 
comes to their 
sexuality, talking 
about it at times even 
more than I wanted to 
hear. Nothing about it 
has ever been a mystery 
to me. Notions like 
respect and 
egalitarianism in 
interpersonal 
relationships were, I 
think, more firmly 
ingrained in me than 
the seeking of pleasure. 
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For me, the 

representation of libido 
as an unstoppable 
"drive" (most 
pathetically, as a 
defense in rape cases) is 
completely flawed. So, 
although I am 
primarily attracted to 
women, I strongly 
identify with the term 
"queer" because it links 
sexuality with a 
certain pride in being 
outside what others 
perceive as the norm. 
Just as gays and 
lesbians scoff at 
advertisements selling 
them products with 
assumed heterosexual 
attraction to a model as 
the center of attention, 

I find myself getting 
bored during sex scenes 
in films, or annoyed at 
those who expect me to 
treat sex as a crucial 
factor in my life. 


Combine these two 
factors in your mind and 
you will have 
conceptualized the 
clearest explanation of 
my sexuality that I can 
manage. I feel like I an 
outside of it, somehow. 
Always vaguely 
disinterested, even at 
the height of 
excitement. I drag my 
politics around with 
me, and I am happy 
with that. Being a 
decent human being is 
much more important to 
me than "getting off." 
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"But isn't it?" I've 
heard the reply. "You 
don't know what you're 

talking about. You don't 
know what you're 
missing." I reject this 
whole argument. I 
heard the same shit all 
through high school 
when people found I 
didn't drink or smoke 
pot. My life isn't yours, 
don't push your 
priorities on me. I know 
I don't know what I'm 
talking about. Have 
you ever considered 
that your rat-race 
notion of "experience" 
is worthless to me?You 
don't know what you're 
talking about. You 
wouldn't dictate sexual 
orientation to a gay 
person, so what make 
you think you can 
dictate attitude to me? 

See, I am queer. I'm 
weird. My sexuality 
doesn't fit in and I am 
constantly reminded of 
the fact. While it isn't 
my nature to find a 
support group or rally 
those of like mind 
around me for security 
and strength, I smile 
knowingly when I hear 
the word "queer." Me, 
too. 

















I'm not celibate. I just 
don't care that much. 
Occasionally, I will 
share intimacy with 
someone, but none of 
that ever seems to last 
too long, and I suspect it 
is due to this 
mentality. It's fun, but 
not that much fun. Like 
I said, I learned from 
my parents to care more 
about treating my 
friends well. I feel as 
though all the 
implanted ideas about 
sexuality are poised at 
the ready within me, 
waiting for the chance 
to take over. I say to 
myself, "Can I get along 
with this person?" And 
the answer always 
seems to be: "Yes. Just 
drop the nonsense." To 
me, being friends with 
someone I like is easy. 
Sexual pleasure is not 
as important to me as 
being a decent guy, so I 
forget about it. I feel 
good about doing this, 
like I outwitted 
someone out to fool me - 
society in general, I 
guess, when I avoid 
falling prey to the 
dominant set of values. 



I am not asking others 
to be like me. My 
concern is to document a 
certain mindset, to 
bring it out of the 
obscurity of its 
"weirdness" so it can be 
understood and 
respected. If people 
want to get involved in 
relationship after 
relationship, fine. If 
they choose to be 
celibate, that's fine 
too. And whatever 
sexual orientation a 
person identifies 
should be respected. I 
simply suggest that 
some of us don't want to 
lose sight of our values 
for the sake of an 
activity that is as 
extremely private as it 
culturally mediated. I 
may change tomorrow, 
or I may never deviate 
from this perspective. 
It's not a fully rational 
or conscious process. 

But, for now. I'm queer, 
and I like it. 
fOc|< s)oo^ 
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'You Think I'm Really Dumb, Right?" 

_2 s 83 

|H ►<> . t -3 C 


Ok « 
b 

4 ►> CO 

1 S I 

U3 -* 
b%s u 

■l* 


ftj OO G V w — < 


• je« 


What is this "anti-commercialist philosophy" people 
associate with me and my fanzine, anyway? How does one exist in our 
society as it is today under the standard of such an oppositional 
mentality? It usually surfaces as a deep hatred, like the feeling of 
knowing you have been betrayed by a trusted friend. The culture 
industry is pervasive and complicated. People give up trying to fight it 
because it is too huge to even consider opposing. It's true, no one can live 
in a capitalist society and not end up supporting those who make money 
from entertainment and their ideological hegemony. Somehow, this 
truth has never tempted me to cooperate as much as it has made me 
more resigned yet to my role as some sort of renunciant or pseudo-ascetic. 
Here is something I wrote one day while considering the compromises I 
am forced to make: 

It's so difficult to avoid being a part of it all, walking around in the 
neutral land where everything I desire is tangled up in what I cannot 
bear to be around. I want to be out there, to watch and be present, but 
I don't want to be drawn into it. 

I could also characterize the idea as the feeling I had when I was in 
fourth grade and playground conversation turned to religion. Everyone 
was something,: Protestant, Catholic, Jewish, even Hindu. Only I had 
no religion to boast, just as now, I feel isolated in my obstinate refusal to 
enjoy movies and television and everything else marketed to me and 
participated in by my peers. Like people who good-humoredly mock 
their own religion while never even considering deserting its safety, 
today's consumer nation can kid about buying happiness when, in fact, 
they are trying to do it. And I hate this. 








The thing is, though, that I tend to be a good-natured person. I 
can't resent the people around me because I make a concerted effort to 
see them as whole individuals. The consumer, in an abstract sense, is to 
me a pawn of major corporations, a slave to capitalism, etc. In reality, 
people have more substance to them than that "defined" by the acts of 
consumption they engage in. It seems to me that one symptom of having 
accepted consumerist ideology would in some sense be a belief in such 
simple identities. (I mean that to hate people for what they consume 
would be the flipside of judging them for what specific choices they 
make: both revolve around the product as the defining force.) I try to 
look beyond the prevalent self-definitions (categories like "fans") that 
people have for themselves to find out what it is about these 
formulated personalities that attracts anyone to them. I am not saying I 
like most people I meet. I strive towards tolerance and decency as 
values, but most people's value systems and world view are so distant 
from mine that I find it difficult to even converse with them. I suspect 
that many people now functioning in our consumer society are searching 
for alternatives, maybe even without knowing. The people I respect 
now are all examples of the sort of change that individuals can 
undergo. But meanwhile, we all live among drones and zombies, bodies 
motivated by materialism and lacking spontaneity of any sort. I will 
continue to politely refuse what I cannot stand to participate in, events 
that embody what I hate. But I have a sliver of hope for some people. 
Meanwhile, where does that leave me me? As one whose function it is 
to defensively naysay the society that taught him he ideas he now 
wields against them? That's what I'm trying to figure out right now. It 
seems that I can live with the paradox, which is good, because I suspect 
I am going to have to get used to it. 
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Possibly, the most important function of fanzines as an alternative 
medium of information is their capability to firmly represent the 
experiences and politics of those whose voices go unheard in 
mainstream media. Some of the best zines I've read in the last couple 
of months are feminist/angry grrrl/wimmin zines and queerzines. The 
eloquence, fervor and guts of these folks is worthy of attention and 
imitation. 


Rotten Fruit #12-13 

(1058 Beddingfield PL, Westerville, OH, 43081) 

Talkative, bright Ohio fanzine with a bent towards debates of all sorts. 
Readable letter section, poetry, much editorializing....a good read. 


_ imtm 

Hot Poop #2 

(224 Whispering Hills Rd. ( So. Plfd., NJ, 07080) 

I guess 1 don't mind the N.Y. hardcore zine thing (interviews/reviews) 
as long as I like the bands interviewed and the stuff being reviewed 
sound interesting. 

| jyUBij 1 im y/MWWiMfilEreSi 

fVmm Milk is Murder 

(1127 Pugot St., Olympia, WA, 98501) 

Quarter sized handwritten zine, a product of anger and frustration. 
Band photos serve as filler in between progressively angrier and 
messier rants. 


_ . Madwoman #2 

W (1138 N. Wolcott 3R, Chicago, IL, 60622) 

A feminist backlash in the form of lots of graphics and a some angry 
words. Furious, and not afraid to state things as they are. Not unlike a 
|||| report from the frontlines in the war against patriarchy. 
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Assault (with intent to free) #9 
($2 to P.O. Box 8722, Minneapolis, MN, 55408) 

Completely computerized layout with too many anarchistpunkzine 
cliches. Even the record reviews manage to rub me the wrong way. The j 
articles are well written, but topically redundant. It has plenty of 
motivation - now, it needs some spontaneity. 
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Grumblebutt #00008 


(Rev. John Xerxes, 2622 Princeton Rd., Cleveland Hts, Ohio, 44122) 
Flips back and forth between complete desperation and naive 
admiration - never neutral. John's isolation from the world imposes a 
binary switching effect that can be indeed confusing to those not in 
the know. Includes pictures of fashion models and an overuse of the 
word "FUCK." Perhaps not as excellent as his first issue, but as he 
once wrote: "Belief in me shall be the hole in the law./' 


Dead at Birth #1 

(46 Old Hillsboro Rd., Henniker, NH, 03242) 

First issue with poetry, recipes, reviews, and a story that makes no 
sense. Could use some creativity. 


Finster #2 

(1825 Eleventh St., Areata, CA, 95521) . 

Peculiar original and found text hinting to the secure in mind that they 
may have been too hasty. Revolution through humor?_ 

Mindset #4 

(305 Haywood Dr., Paramus, NJ, 07652) 

Say what you want, but I think that the "conglomeration of 
contributions" concept is still interesting. As a bonus, there's talks with 
Pat Duncan and Trixter. 

■ a Too Far #10 

■kXJS I) (P O * BoX 40815/ Berkele y' CA ' 94704-4185) 
f«|Pi Simple layout and a firm prodding to thought: male/female 
■B ^BSy conversations, rape=war, strip tease and other issues. 

Not Even #3 

(8709 Fenway Dr., Bethesda, MD, 20817) 

Daisy's religion issue puts all past efforts to shame. Interviews with 
Worlds Collide, Downcast, Bom Against and the always effervescent 
Vic Shelter are all topical; additionally, a slew of editorial contributions 
hack at the issues some more. 


Psychotherapy #15 
($1 to Pete Prodoehl, 5215 S. 58 St., Milwakee, WI, 53220) 

Much improved from past issues. Punk mayhem and personal 
reflection s. Crowded, messy layout and laid back attitude are a plus. 

mmm 





































LOOKOUt #3b 

($1, P.O. Box 11374, Berkeley, CA, 94701) # 

Having cut the musical coverage back down to a couple of pages in 
the back, Lawrence fills his pages with essays that are intelligent, 
compassionate, and accessible. 

Barbecue 

($1.75,234 Lloyd Lane, Wynnewood, PA, 19096) 

Not a zine, a self-published chapbook/diary. Marc has tried this 
before, but this is his most extreme effort yet. Barbecue thoroughly 
details his obsession with the facets of life that most people turn away 
from shuddering. 

Profane Existence #11/12 
(P.O. Box 8722, Minn., MN, 55408) 

I had completely dismissed this zine. I found their approach distant 
and preposterously dogmatic for an anarchist zine. This "comeback" 
double issue was an inspiration for me in that I finally know where 
their anarchist revolution fits in with mine. They're opening their 
minds, so I'm opening mine. 


Rantex 

(P.O. Box 27, Yellow Springs, OH, 45387) 

Completely overlooked Floridian insanity-zine that, with the help of 
some equally twisted contributors, proceeds to confuse and disgust. 
Art, collages, found text - all serve to politely communicate the 
message that all is not well in the United States of America. 
































Cometbus #26 

($1 to Blacklist Mailorder, 475 Valencia St., S.F., CA, 94103) 

Aaron, destined to a life of little-guy-dom, advises and amuses. 
Handwritten for that friendly, laid back look. Wisdom is where you 
can find it. 

Girl Germs #3 

(P.O. Box 1473, Olympia, WA, 98507) 

Typewritten, photocopied testaments of revolution through 
empowered grrls and revitalized punk rock band appreciation. 
Seeking and confident yet not overbearing or dogmatic. 

Bikini Kill #2 

(c/o the Embassy, 3217 19th St. NW, Wash., D.C., 20010) 

The zine that goes with a great band is great, natch. Much like the 
above-mentioned Girl Germs. The majority of the zine is devoted to 
explaining and debating a variety of feminist issues, especially those 
having to do with 'da scene'. She wants to rock, and no boy is going to 
get in her way. 

Zetetic #1 

(P.O. Box 1457, Station 'A', Vancouver, B.C., V3N 3S9, Canada) 
Carefully and imaginatively laid out, this zine does a lot with the 
editorial/interview format. There's Superchunk, Seaweed, Brent's 
TV/Green Day, and Coffin Break among pieces on vegetarianism an 
accompanying vegan recipes. 

Ben Is Dead #16/17 "Gross" 

(P.O. Box 3166, Hollywood, CA, 90028) 

The "theme issue" idea definitely works here with a propos interviews 
with performance artists and sickening stories. Every page is well 
though out, graphically and textually. 

Maximum Rocknroll #105 
(P.O. Box 460760, S.F., CA, 94146-0760) 

Definitely the best music zine there is. The last couple of issues have 
been amazing and es sentia l. 

TH t W k 

tank 

Order A New World #3 

(c/o Sara, PO. Box 244, Olympia, WA, 98507) 

This is all original commentary well worth reading, especially the anti¬ 
sexist rants, which balance out the lack of layout. 

S.C.A.B. #2 

(282 Parliament #68, Toronto, Canada, M56 3AS) 

Full of hate for breeders (heterosexuals) and assimilationist gays and 
lesbians, the Society for the Complete Annihilation of Breeders will 
push sarcasm and spite much farther than you think is called for. 

What an agenda! 

Champs to P.O. Box 475, Hampshire College, Amherst, MA 01002) 

My friend Jenna seems to make any sound she wants any time she 
wants to: a born zinester. Accordingly, there is much energy alloted 
here to attacking the sicknesses of our culture with alternating 
rationality and emotion. 













A list of rebellions 


1. College decidedly has a positive effect on me. 
The courses I take tend to dominate my thinking, 
not in the sense that I feel indoctrinated, but 
rather because the sorts of questions and cognitive 
approaches that structure the classes leave the 
discussions and readings and remain in my mind. 
Every course amounts to a new line of questioning 
to approach my environment with. Reading 
anthropological theory and media studies texts has 
been a priceless lesson in understanding the nature 
and sources of social control in our society. 

2. In the end, everyone, "punk," hardcore," 

"gothic," "weird," "normal," whatever, seems to 
have only two applicable criteria for labeling: a) 
can you talk with them? and b) are they 
active/ productive? 

3. Fucked concepts: Talent. Parties. 

4. Interlocutor: I can’t agree with you. I can’t 
pretend that your conversational truisms lead 
anywhere. If I can't question you, if you won't 
question me, then don’t expect my cooperation. 

For me, it equates with giving up what is vital in 
an exchange. 


5. A lack of spontaneity = A lack of contrast. You 
begin to look like a parasite. 



6. It sounds like a paradox. Try seeing it this way: 
two decades on, I am not tempted to adopt your 
humorless, numb adulthood. 

7. When you are threatened by an imposing, 
violent person who uses their body to bring you 
fear, remember that once, they were a tiny, fragile 
baby. Remember that they have become what they 
are through a process that has not yet reached its 
end. 

8.1 don't know if a day is coming when us crazies 
take to the streets and make this world ours. 
Frankly, I doubt such a thing is at hand. I in no 
way think this makes me less of a revolutionary, 
an anarchist. I fervently adhere to the quasi-cliche 
"The revolution isn't coming, it's here" - the first 
step is to live the ideals of "the revolution" now 
and understand how this constitutes "the 
revolution" as much as the riotous catharsis we all 
more or less look forward to. 

9. Why? Because you never knew me to begin 
with. You simplified my actions into a code that, 
unscrambled, yielded a person who did not exist. 
You invented me and cast me aside. To help you 
was to cooperate. (I don't want to be in your 
dreams.) 



10. How does it tie together? Try this: Questions 
asked and revolution lived created a conflict. The 
interlocutor created an argument and saw a 
paradox. In every case, it dragged me down. My 
conflict hovered outside the argument: this was 
the impenetrable paradox. 

11. The ideas lived were invisible. The created 
person, the facsimile, was a puppet in a 
shadowplay I wanted no part in. 

12.1 am quick to state my opinion, to separate 
myself on that level. Civility has nothing to do 
with it - it's not a question of "nice." 


13. The rat race has been revealed. 









J Testing an Odor Safely 

_ 1. Test for the odor of gases by wafting your hand ^ 

^ cautiously sniffing the fumes as shown in Figure S-15 
Jt 2. Do not inhale any fumes directly. 


Pandora lifted the lid and out flew plagues 
and sorrows for mankind 












THAT'S THE OnE 

THE OnE I WAT1T TO BE. 


THE OllE THAT WAS TAKEn ACROSS 
FORCED THROUGH A TIIIY HOLE 
IIITO A REALITY nOT HIS OWI1 
WHO CAmE TO UnDERSTAllD 
WHO SAW HimSELF 
as AnimAL BECominG persoii 
AS CHILD LEARninG LATIGUAGE 










